CHAPTER SIX
THE   WAR
On a warm day in June, 1914, "a hot and dusty khaki-clad
youth with the rank of lance-corporal/' gripping his rifle,
went up to a civilian who was standing on the All Arms Bridge
which spans the Basingstoke Canal at North Camp. He
frowned at the landscape before him. Then he smiled at the
stranger and asked him which of the several spurs ahead was
Furze Hill. A reporter from the Daily Chronicle was standing
near by, and he wrote the story. The scene was Aldershot, and
the O.T.C. were in training. A "battle" had been arranged
between Cambridge and Oxford, and the Prince of Wales was
in charge of the scouts of his corps. "The civilian unceremon-
iously gripped the youth by the sleeve of his jacket and swung
him round to follow the direction of his outstretched finger.
He was ignorant of the fact that he was holding the Prince of
Wales. . .
"They were seeking to get into touch with a hostile force
of the Cambridge University Corps on the Fox Hills. The
Cambridge force had heard of the march of the Oxford men
and had prepared a trap for them, the object being to 'anni-
hilate* the Oxford men as soon as the decoys on Tunnel Hill
had brought them into the trap. Thanks to the skill of their
scouts, led by the Prince of Wales, the Oxford force were able
to turn the tables on their opponents. At the foot of the Fox
Hills the Oxford scouts got into touch with the Cambridge
Cyclist Corps. . . . The information was promptly conveyed
to Colonel Stenning, commanding the Oxford force, and he
kept clear of the trap."
The Prince's first training as a soldier was as simple as his
life as a young sailor had been. He did all the disagreeable
duties as well as the pleasant ones. His sensibilities were not
spared the experience of an issue tin wash-basin and a bell
tent, which he shared with five other cadets. Nor was his
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